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One 


Author's Notes: 
Not real. 


He swallowed hard, feeling the heat burning into his skin, feeling like a vampire. He felt like his clothes were 
hanging on him, like he was a scarecrow dressed in some overweight farmer's clothes, although it couldn't 
have been like that. It had only been a few days since he ate anything substantial. That was when he'd spent 
the last of his money on a cheap diner meal, and it had been nothing but scraps since then, drinking water out 


of the faucets in public bathrooms. 


Panhandling hadn't worked, no one wanted to give money to some long haired, drug addict looking hick kid. They 
walked by in their business suits and he could see in their eyes that they didn't even see him. They filed him 
away under the "homeless crazy loser" file in their brains and went to their air-conditioned office buildings, 


while he licked his chapped lips and felt the hunger pains twisting his stomach. 


He thought he would have found Izzy by now, but he hadn't realized how big this place was, how spread out. It 
wasn't one city block of shiny glass buildings, it was neighborhood after neighborhood of sprawling lawns, of 


chain link fences and pit bulls snarling behind them, it was vendors selling churros and hot dogs from little 


carts, the smell making his mouth water. 


He wandered around, his shiny red hair falling in front of his eyes. He leaned against brick walls in the shade, 
too hungry and desperate to ask about Izzy anymore, and be faced with the blank stares. Maybe he should go 
back, back to Indiana and back to his parents, a failure before he even began He could go back to be thrown 


into jail because he skipped bail. 


The sun beat down on him out of a crystal blue sky, desert sky. He had to squint against it, and he put his 
head down nearly to his chest and leaned against the wall, feeling the hunger pains twist his stomach, almost 
doubling him over. He felt hollow. 


"Hey, kid," he looked up at that, and the owner of the voice was speaking to him. It was a tall someone with a 

shaved head and a tattoo on his neck. Muscular arms emerged from a sleeveless ribbed T-shirt. Axl licked his 
lips and felt fear along with the hunger twisting his stomach. The guy was almost smiling, and Axl could see a 
row of even, slightly yellowed teeth. 

"Yeah?" he said. 


"Homeless? Running away?" he said, and Axl shaded his eyes and looked at him. Small blue eyes, a finely shaped 
nose, a not unintelligent face. How old did he think he was? Did he think he was some lb year-old runaway 
whose parents lived a few blocks away? 

"Yeah," he said, because it was essentially true. He was homeless. He had runaway, in a way. 

"Hungry?" the guy said, his look softening, and at that Axl felt his stomach shrivel in on itself and he felt hope 
trying to wrinkle the lining of his intestines. Maybe the guy would just give him food or money and not want 
anything from him in return. 

"Yeah," Axl said, the word so pathetic, the whole situation was so pathetic. He looked beyond him at the 
pavement baking in the sun and the cars rusting in it, he looked beyond that at the high rises in the distance 
and wished for Izzy. 


"Want some money?" he said, and Axl held out the hope that he'd just give it to him, a few dollar bills in his 
outstretched hands. But he could tell by the predatory glint in his eyes that it wouldn't be that easy. 


He nodded, pressing his lips together, his red hair shaking with the motion 
"What are you willing to do for it?" 


He felt like he had given up and given in. He was so hungry he saw black stars in front of his eyes. He was 


dizzy. His mouth watered at the thought of food. His stomach hurt. No one was giving him anything. Like this 
guy said, he'd have to earn it. 


He sat in his late model car, the fake leather seats sizzling in the sun. Axl shifted, feeling the heat through his 
jeans. The guy sat in the driver's seat, a baseball cap pulled low over his eyes. 


Axl shifted in his seat even after the heat had mostly dissipated. He felt a crackly kind of anxiety in his head, 
tingling in his fingertips. He closed his eyes, thinking of that time he took a ride with that air conditioning guy 
near St. Louis. He touched the white hot metal of the door handle. He hadn't chosen that shit in St. Louis but 


he was choosing this, he was agreeing to this. 


The guy started the car and pulled onto the road, and Axl felt his breath coming faster and shallower. He 
couldn't do this, what was he doing? He'd find Izzy, he could find him, of course he could, if he just looked a 
little harder... 


"Here we are," the guy said, stepping out of the car and striding toward a building and a non-descript gray 
door. They were in an alley and Axl followed him even though he could leave, he could run and take off, the 


guy wasn't even looking at him, what was he doing? 


He fumbled with a key and opened the door, and Axl tried not to think, to make his mind blank. He'd do 
whatever, whatever it was and he wouldn't think, he'd just do it, and then he'd have money and something to 
eat. It was okay. He'd be okay. But his breathing was close to hyperventilating, and he forced himself to take 


slower breaths. 


He found himself in a cheap looking room with pine board paneling and a thin rug, a twin size bed and a wooden 


chair. Did this guy live here? Was this some backroom in a bar or pool hall or something? 
The guy sat on the bed while Axl stood near the door. 


"Suck me off," he said, and Axl groaned What did he think was going to happen? He didn't want to do this. He 
felt the bile rising up in his throat at the thought. But he was out of options. 


The guy undid his own pants and pulled them down while Axl watched, rooted to the spot he stood in near the 


door. 


‘Come on," he said, small blue eyes glittering in the dim light, and he pulled a wad of bills out of his pocket, 
flashing it at Axl, and then stuffed the money back into his jeans. That decided it. Axl took a deep breath and 


stepped closer. 


"Get on your knees," the guy said, seeing how Axl's breathing was fast and scared, and his eyes wide. Axl 
closed his eyes and dropped to his knees, and he fumbled with things in the darkness of his closed eyelids. He 
wouldn't open his eyes or think about what he was doing in any real way. He barely heard the gagging sound he 
made as the guy pushed on the back of his head, his mechanic oil grimed fingers entwining in Axl's satin silk 


red hair. 


Axl sat at the shiny silver counter of a diner, the hamburger dripping with red juices between both his hands. 
He took a big bite, feeling the hunger that had plagued him for days finally being sated. He moaned in pleasure 
as the flavors of the burger hit his tongue all at once. 


Two 


Days went by again and the money he had dwindled away. He felt his stomach twist again, the hunger making 
him feel like fainting, and he could. He could just drop slowly to the pavement, his head striking the ground, 
giving him a concussion. He shook his head, seeing the red strands of his hair in front of his eyes. Where was 
Izzy? 


He went into the bars that didn't have cover charges and asked people only to get a shrug of their shoulders, 
even if some people knew him they didn't know where he was, and if they thought they knew he'd hunt down 
that address to find him gone, moved on, gypsy. 


He shrunk in the shadows of buildings during the day, feeling that hollow feeling again, like his body started to 
cannibalize his muscles and organs to survive. He knew it wasn't at that point, but he had lost weight. The 
jeans he had come here in that used to be snug slipped down over his hipbones now, and he had to keep pulling 
them up. Why didn't he have a belt? In glass that reflected his image or mirrors he could see the way his 
collarbones jutted out beneath the collar of his shirt. There was a pulled in, hollow look beneath his cheekbones, 
and his eyes looked bigger, sunk in his skull, the delicate skin under his eyes a dark ash. 


"Here," In the shadow of an office building, his knees pulled up to his chest, his eyes slipping shut because he 
was so tired, a young business executive shoved half a sandwich into his hands. Axl squinted at her, at the 
navy blue skirt, the navy blue pantyhose, the Manolo Blahnik pumps. Before he could say thank you she had 
marched on, back to her glass office building, back to her big office with a mahogany desk and minions to do 
her bidding. Maybe she was religious, in the Bible Jesus said, "the poor will always be with you," Maybe he 
looked so pathetic and hungry some old religious teaching rose up in her, compelling her to give him food, but 


not money, because someone as emaciated as he was would probably just buy heroin with it. 


He didn't care what she thought. He would find Izzy and start a band, or join a band, and create music like 
Elton John and Queen. He'd do it. He just had to develop his voice, and he knew he could. He'd seen what he 
could do with it in choir when he tried to trick his teacher with the perfect pitch. 


The sandwich was ham and cheese with mayonnaise, not really one of his favorites but hunger seasoned 
everything perfectly, and everything became his favorite. He could taste everything, the smoke and salt of the 
ham, the mild flavor of the cheese, the smooth egg and vinegar of the mayonnaise. The bread, just beginning 
to go stale. 


He was in a bar, and no one he talked to knew anything about Izzy. He had no money but he tried to look like 
he did, like he was just over at the other side of the bar looking at the chalkboard with all the drinks listed, 
trying to decide what he'd have. 


"Hi," someone said to him, a guy. Short hair, earring in the right ear, Miami Vice blazer over an ironed T-shirt. 


He was gay, Axl could hear the faint lilt in his voice. 


"Hi," Axl said, lowering his head, looking up at him with just his eyes. Trying to look at once submissive and 
sexy. He just wanted a drink The guy looked him over slowly, taking in the shiny sheet of red hair, his light 
colored eyes, chiseled high cheekbones. Axl felt his gaze slip lower, to his narrow waist and jutting hipbones, 
the jeans that no matter what he did he couldn't keep them up in place, and a sliver of his boxer shorts 


showed. 


"Can | buy you a drink?" the guy said, and there were hints of payback in that offer. Axl wanted a drink or a 


whole slew of them, than repaying this guy would be easier. 


"Yeah, okay," Axl said, running his tongue across his upper lip, promising to return the favor. 


Axl didn't like it, didn’t like being touched by guys, he thought of certain helpless times when he was a kid, the 
suffocating feeling of the close walls of his bedroom and the scratchy cheap blanket, the way he couldn't move 
as he was pressed against it, the way it irritated his cheeks as he moved his head back and forth in a 


constant no, because he couldn't scream it with the strong hand over his mouth. 


He was in the gay guy's car, and it was fucking nice. It was a Japanese sport's car, all sleek lines and leather 
interiors, soft green glowing dashboard lights. He had drunk plenty of beers and shots, the guy just kept them 
coming, and now his head was spinning. He felt almost numb, but not numb enough to not feel what was going 


on. 


He kissed him, his mouth pressed against Axl's, his tongue trying to find a way in. Axl was pressed against the 
soft leather seat and sometimes he opened his mouth, unable to resist the pressure, too drunk to protest, but 


in his mind he did, he screamed no, the pitch higher and higher like a demon. 


He felt the strong hand going up under his T-shirt, softly twisting his nipple, then dropping lower to his 
stomach and the edge of his jeans, and he shook his head beneath the kiss, trying to move away from that 


hand, feeling it inch lower, and there was plenty of room in his too big jeans to snake in and grab him. 


"No, no, | can't." he said, breaking the kiss, feeling the strong hand grip him, feeling the beginning of the lazy 


seesaw motion, the up and down motion. 


"You can," the guy said, pressing his lips against him again with more force, forcing Axl's mouth open while he 
undid the button to his jeans, and Axl shifted and tried to button them back up again, but the guy yanked 
them down so they pooled around his knees, and there was just the thin worn cotton of his boxer shorts 
between him and the soft leather seat. 


